In one of them that makes you look like the sweetest shark ever And as I pass it to you a gagging cloud makes us a little nervous.
There's even some spectacular ones of a robbery?I can still hear the guns!?
And under the roof of your bare, crossed legs whiter than surf
The expensive, quiet-shuttered camera we've just dusted off Seems ready to wink cahoots at the storm.
Near it
A color shot of my aunt crying because she'll die. Near
That, a second one in color that friends took last week ?we still seem to be in our twenties?
And we can by now look openly and decently at someone's lens.
Cover these awful two with your leg and 111 come closer.
We'll grin at the window when the blue light electrocutes it. He becomes a little boy sailing through the clouds in a crib.
What My Head Is
And then, what seems a spot no bigger than a distant bird, developes into a tiny village, like those seen when traveling in snow-covered mountains.
